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SATURDAY AFTERNOON AT MARLOW. 
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IPOSRCLIBI GLAAD 


AN UP-RIVER IDYLL. 


Waters placid—sunshine bright-—- 
Cakes and triftes nice to bite. 
Cigarettes enough to smoke, 
Comfy cushions and life’s a joke. 
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ap Wr aeeba LARK’S * ANCHOR” Tureaps are unrivalled tor 

2 Cex every kind of Washable Embroidery, fine or bold, as 

dip TEL f§ for Knitted Jumpers, Sports Hats, Gloves, Stockings 

202 Gaye ee ; 

ap ree and Scarves. There are special threads for EACH in 
2 white and lovely fadeless colours. They have silky smoothness, are strong 

and even and easy to work. Obtainable at all Drapers and Needlework Depéts, 

- with patterns, transfers and leaflets of instruction. 

2 ) 

che “ Ancuor” Threads are seven in number : 

ap ' COTON A BRODER VELVENO 

sie STRANDED COTTON FLOX 

a5 FILOSHEEN 3 FIL D’ECOSSE 

he FLOSS EMBROIDERY 

All made by 

= CLARK & CO LTD >. 
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READ 


HOW YOU ARE 
ROBBED in LONDON. 
SEE PAGE SEVEN. 
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“THE HALF-HOLIDAY.” 


i, 

H, “@rded co any part of the World, rost (ree : 3 months, 
\ months, 6.3 12 monchs (including all Specta) 
Hh, ers), 12s. /n stamps or P.O.00s to THY 
iy RLETORS, ‘* Tue Storeriges,” 7A, WINE OFFICE 


} 8, Freer street, Lonvon, EC. 


* 

'0 how Caras ana Contenis Bills wiil be sent post free 
kg, WSagents on appiucation. Reading Cases, free of 
M, 5¢, fo Hoveis, Restauranis, etc. 


A 
Cottespondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be 
ured, must enclose a s/amped enve ope large enough 
Contain he contrttutions submitted. Under no 
ig €r conditions will attention be given to work sent 
Mapproval, Do not enclose loose stamps, 


ENFANT TERRIBLE AND 
THE ANGELS. 


\ , AUNTIE, did the angels carry Mrs. Johnson 
Heaven?” 

«. Why, Tommy, I think so. Mrs. Johnson was 
Pog woman.” 

h, She wae an awfully fat woman. The angels 

“be strong.” 

i") 1 &ssengers in the train from Brighton turned 

tay, Ok at the six-year-old boy, who was bent on 
NXg information. 


oun, Showed intelligence beyond his years. His 

Neat aunt seemed anxious to stop the flow of 

“nm Ons, but he wanted to know there and then 
, ting more about angels. 

| ,40w do you know there are angels, auntie?” 

An Because we read about them. Wait until you 

Neng £24, dear, and then you will know more about 


" 
5 But why don’t we see the angels?” 
%, Hush! Don’t talk so loud, Tommy. Of course 
4%, 2on’t see them, but we see their pictures, Don’t 
Yy, Temember the angels in that pretty book Uncle 
Stt gave you?” 
Nag, ree: but where do the angels get their pic- 
he taken? Is there a gallery where they take 
Dictures of angels—only just of angels?” 
Perhaps so. I don’t know.” 
“he Then why don’t angels put on more clothes 
\ they have their pictures taken?” 


te 


7%. 9: Tommy, please be quiet—you make my 
ache,” 
Ramey meditated in silence a few minutes, then 
ed : 


ACT don't know why Mr. Smithson said you were 
Victoria Station!” shouted the guard, 
he ® the train stopped the small boy got a shak- 
Ky, ana a whispered warning that stopped all fur- 
Ik about angels. 


Jo 


AT THE BAR. 


It 
Ne a solemn scene, 

Prisoner, tried by a jury of his peers, stood 
the judge convicted of murder, 
trial had been lonz and thorough, and no 
Sr no detail had been neglected by those 
“ep with meting out to the offender the niost 
m, Justice, 
 ),° Verdict was Guilty. 
dy, ‘yr Judge looked upon the prisoner. 

Sn? you anything to say,” said the Court, 
:, Y, “why sentence of death should not be 
seed upon you?” 
ty, Condemned man coughed slightly and lifted 


4), Wo8 from the floor. 
wee Tom © hoor 


oe 


"A 
ae #. 


* your honour,” he answered. “I have a 

*al to say, but I suppose under the circum- 

9 there's not much use of my saying it, so go 
_ With your bit!” 


Agile was a manly little fellow, with a bright facy 


THE BATHING BELLE. 


o( 


RHYMES OF THE TIMES. 


BY OUR “HALF-HOLIDAY”. RHYMSTER. 


THE MOTH AND THE MYTH. 


A moth and a myth had a quarrel one day, 
The cause of the quarrel 1 never heard say; 
But quarrel they did, in a scandalous way. 


The moth was a maid, and the myth was a man, 
And the myth sneered and jeered as only myths can, 
For myths are all built on a cynical plan, 


The moth, you must know, had a longing to be 
A butterfly, gorgeous and lazy and free, 
For the moth was afraid of a candle, you see, 


“Ho! Ho!’ said the myth to the moth; “what a 
shame 

1 can’t singe your wings in my mythical flame!” 

(And the myth had a notion of doing that same.) 


“ $till, let me remind you, Miss Moth, if you please, 
There is danger in butterfly's free life of ease, 
For thousands will chase you, all striving to seize.” 


“Oh! pray, Mr. Myth,” said Miss Moth, in deep ire, 
‘Reserve your advising till it 1 require; 
The thing you describe is just what | desire!” 


Just then a wise owl who chanced to pass by 

Swallowed down the grey moth with a wink of the 
eye, 

And the myth sulked away with his plan all awry- 


And the wise owl remarked, as he flitted away, 
‘*So that was a butterfly! Well, | must say 
It tastes like a moth! What's the difference, pray?" 


READ 


TOO LATE. 
SEE PAGE FOUR, 


‘*] HAVE A SONG TO 
SING, HO!’’ 


By “THE BARD.” 


THE SIREN, 
1. 


'Tis passing strange that Heav’n should give 
- To Woman of Earth that wondrous charm; 
The form divine, the lips that win, 
The face of a saint, the heart of sin, 
A fount of good, a well of harm! 


IL. 


For men will work and men will toil 
To win the amile of a face that’s fair; 
But false the heart and falser still 
The smile that snares, the lips that kill— 
And the end is only Gaunt Despair. 


Ii, 


But fools there are, and fools ne’er see 
The lurking death in wanton’s wiles; 
The eye but mirrors beauty’s fire 
In shallow depths of mad desire— 
A dolt is dead, and Lorelei smiles. 


TW. 


For men will yearn and men will strive 
To win the love of a face that’s fair, 

And cast aside, with cruel jest, 

A hungry heart in ah honest breast 

' For the goal of a Gaunt Despair! 


Jo¢ 
EVIDENCE IN SIGHT. 


There was a look of triumph on the great detec- 
tive’s face as he drew the anxious wife into hia 
private office, : 

“You tell me,” she exclaimed,, “that you have 
watched him for weeks and he has led a blameless 
life. Alas! how can I obtain a divorce?” 

The detective smiled calmly ag he lit his bulldog 
pipe. 

“But now,” he replied, “I have him where I 
want him, To-night he leaves for Brighton!” 


CORA: Do you think the new show will be a 
success? 

DORIS: Rather, 
when she rehearsed her part. 


Even the leading lady bijushed 
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THE STORY OF A TOO-LONG-DELAYED RESTITUTION. 


A MADDENING melody throb- 

bing out upon the night; 
arches of coloured ligita shining 
in prismatic semicircles; whiffs of 
varied fragrance brought to the 
nostrils by vagrant puffs of 
wind—the perfume of wines, the 
aroma of women’s hair and in- 
censelike odour of good cigars— 
all told that the gay life of 
London, after the play, waa on. 

Returned after three years of 
foreign travel, Duncan Williama 
wag delighted to be back in 
town, and as he sat there over 
his wineglass, surrounded by 
friends and acquaintances 
equally delighted at seeing him, 
he experienced an elation that 
had not been his for months. 
Then, suddenly, the smile died 
from hia lips, his eyes became serious, and his 
chéeks paled. Gazing into the face of a woman 
at a near table, there came between them the vision 


ey Lttht : 
awe vAre LL Lt 


/ 


“| hear 
“ Nobody, grannie, 


of an old farm house, an orchard with apple-trees 
abloom, a long leafy lane, and then, upon this back- 
ground, a panorama of sultry days and nights of 
prayers, of passion, and of remorse. 

Mildred Innes had come direct from the theatre. 
Her rich costume of white heightened the glories of 
her superb figure; it added to her height and it en- 
hanced the breadth of her shapely shoulders and 
the curves of her generous hips. Her hair was 
golden, matching the elear topaz of her eyes, and 
in every line of her face there was evidence of race. 

She had been leaning forward, talking eagerly 
to her escort, but when her eyes met Duncan’s a 
Bwift change swept oyer her as it had over him. 
She leaned back in her chair and relapsed into a 
jJanguor that to the man with her was alarming. 
Her heavy eyelids drooped. and she raised a glass of 
wine to her lips and drank. 

Then she was ready to go. Her friend helped 
her into her coat of white brocade, and together he 


you’re changing your name, my dear. Who are you going to marry?” 
I'm going on the stage.” 


and she threaded their way through the closely-set 
tables to the door, 

Duncan excused himself from his companions 
and followed her. i 


“Ah! my old friend,” she said, ‘it’s ages since 


we last met. Do run in some afternoon and have 
tea, with me.” 
She smiled, but her face was pallid. 


* * e 7 J 
Slipping off her coat and taking a bunch of limp 
white roses from her breast, Mildred Innes stood for 
@ moment gazing at the photograph of a very hand- 


some man, Upon a little Dresden tray, before the 


photograph, she carefully laid the flowers, and then, 
getting into a long, loose dressing-gown, she sat for 
a time musing. 

* * * * J 


Promptly at five o’clock the next Cay Mr. Duncan 
Williams was ushered into Miss Inne’s reception- 
room. 

“Ah! mon ami!” and she gave him her hand at 
arm’s length. 

She wae brilliant in a mantle of pink satin and 
gorgeous with a ransom of jewels. 


—— 


Duncan drew a long breath, marvelling at her 
They sat upon a quaint settee and drifted 
unconsciously into the easy terms of old friendship. 


beauty. 
Could thia really be the little Mildred he had 
caressed and fondled? the man asked himeelf. 
change waa marvellous. 


ing-room queen, 


For half-an-hour or more they chatted on, telling 
of their experiences, their pleasures, their successes, 
their conquests, yet beneath the mask of her smile 
Duncan thought—or fancied that he thought—he 


detected a ghost of sadness. 
Suddenly he interrupted her: 


“Mildred,” he asked; “ Mildred, tell me, are you 


quite happy?” 


The question staytled her; 


for a brief 


grotesque shapes before her. 
breath and commanded herself. 


The 
She presided over the 
little tea table with the easy nonchalance of a draw- 


‘ 7 space 
everything in the room seemed to twist itself into 


Then she drew a long. 


JULY 2, 19% 


“Quite—quite happy,” she answered. 

“That relieves me,” he said, “ because 
myself, in a way, responsible,” 

“Por my happiness?” 

“For your happiness.” 

She looked at him, smiling. 

“And what is happiness?” 
herself back among the cushions and lightin€é ‘ele 
cigarette—a smile, a touch of the hand, 4 i 
tenderness. I am happy as long aa I am QD 
miserable.” f 

Dunean forced a laugh in answer. he jaid 
his hand upon her shoulder. ool 
y Om: 


y nolé 


Then 


“J want to talk to you seriously,” he said; “ 
will not make any protestations for myself— 
not wish to—but I was the wrong one at the int? 
ning; I was the original sinner. I led you it.” 
thia life, Mildred, and I want to take you from 

She looked him hopelesely, a sensation of esol oa 
tion sweeping over her. Then, with a little a? 
exclamation, she rose to her feet. epi 

“Yes, it waa you-you who brought me t@ of 
How elee could 1 have known these things? 
to you as—no matter—I was a mere child, innoce? I 
honest, and—I loved you. There was nothing 4 
would not have done, nothing I did not do—~ (of 
what return did you make? Ah! how I waited age’ 
you—morning, noon, night. No letter, no mess ae 
—nothing. My mother questioned and my f L 
commanded me to speak. But I loved you . 
would not tell, and because I would not they ~.U. 
me off—drove me from the home I had diser 16" 
and so I came to London—here—to you. Do yO" 4. 
member how you refused to see me or answer ae 

What could I do save that which I ® 


notes? to” 

, ple 
done? I cast my stakes upon Fortune's ta , 
win or loge, and I have won. Everything else 
over.” 


“No,” he said quickly, “everything else is < 
over. My life is not a noble one; it is not W 
it might have been, but such as it is 1 offer ie ote 
I want you for my wife. We can go away on? 
—hack to the old home—and live the life you 
dreamed about and hoped for.” Pr 
“You: owe me nothing, no restitution,” she 
swered. ‘It was not for that I then gave mY +e 
If I could live the past over again I would do 


of vot 


pame, Those fleeting daya were the happiest 
life. But to ge back—there, to live, now! pol 
must be mad. I should die of loneliness, of 


e 
You see, I have outgrown all sentiment. I he 
lived too much. I am exhausted. I am P poe 
though, to have been able to hear the words Ig 
longed to have you speak, and—-well, perhaps pet 
the—— Ah! you know, had that little life oe 
spared I might even now—yes. Iam quite gure, © 
now—I should have accepted.” pro” 

“TI have always loved you, Mildred,” be 
tested. of 
She looked bored, then amused. Memori@ of 
the long golden days passed through her br? 
she smiled again. 

“Well?” he asked, 

“Nothing,” she replied. tbe 


The blossom-scented odours exhaled from iin8 
crowded vases and the belated sunbeams a 
slantingly across the floor reminded them 
the days that were gone. 

Then he stood up. ” 

There was a moment of silence. He nodded iy 


Mildred, whe made a little airy motion of fare? 
with her hand. And the door closed betwee? 


* * * * * 


pe 
So after all these years he had asked her o 
his wife! Wife—and as she repeated the ™ yijlé 
little shiver ran through her. She sat for # 
gazing about the room, the retreat in which ane pio? 
passed many momentous hours—hours in aed I: 
comedy and tragedy had’ been mixed’ so: conf0# ais 

Then suddenly she rose and walked to od 
inlaid cabinet and emptied it. Some photoe " 
a few old letters, faded flowers, and & baby” elt ip 
trait. Holding them at arms’ length, sie kn afte” 
front of the log fire and watched them 44, 
another, they turned’ to: ashes, tio 

When she had finished and stood up she aa by 
that the tips of her fingers had become baa ard 
the operation, and she proceeded to wash : 
them carefully. op 

She turned nervously at the sonnd of aD 
ing door. ‘ 

“Ah! Richie,” she cried. 

“T came up unannounced,” he said. 

“You are always welcome.” F 

“What were you doing over there? s 

She made a little grimace. a pat 

‘““T was destroying—memories; the oe cow? 
made quite a mess. I will ring for Ida 
and clean them away.” 
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THE BARNYARD. 
Larry Semon, in this successful Vitagraph comedy, 


makes love to pretty Kathlyn Meyers amidst rustia 


surroundings. 
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SHE: Nellie went to the ball as a pillar box. 


mails. 


THE LAD: Yes; she thought it would attract the 
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GLADYS: My dressmaker wrote to dad that sne 
would make no more dresses for me until her 


account was settled. 


if 


j 


HELEN: And what did your father say? 
“He just sent a tetter of thanks,” 


“ Another little drink wouldn't do us any harm!” 
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TOLD BY HIMSELF. 


NDADE, its mesilf 
thot’s to be con- 
gratulated. You 
see, Nora, God rist 
her eowl! left me 
with the childer on 
me hands and 
Biddy no help at 
all, at all— You’re 
afther knowin’ 
about Biddy—no? 
Well, Biddy was ex- 
pectin’ to be mar- 
rit, and as happy 
as a bird when 
Moike was kilt on 
the railroad, and 
Biddy, pore thing, 
niver’s been the 
same since. Her 
mother loved her 
more than iyer and 
knew joost how to 
manage her. But 
all was sixes and 

sivens afther pore Nora wint, and wid Biddy so 

quare and harrd to get along wid, and the childer, 

Oi was quite beside mesilf. 

The neighbours were thot koind, advoisen’ me 
to marry this wan and thot wan; sure they sig- 
gisted ivery owld maid in the town! Oi took notice 
and looked about, but niver a wan could Oi bring 
mesilf to ask to take Nora, the darlint’s, impty 
place. 

And so it was, and wan day, as Oi wint through 
the market, Oi saw before me oyes uw foine fligger of 
a woman, and whin she toorned her face, be jabers! 
me heart lift me intoirely, and says Oi to the butther 
and eggs woman, where she was thradin: 

“Phwat are ye askin’ for butther today?” 
though ’twas no butther Oi was nadin, as me basket 
was runnin over full, but ’twas joost for the chanct 
of gittin’ another look at the lovely face, 


Lan no PY if 
spon 2 } 
; a 
) 7, 1 
Cee Ke H 
N A\ 


A 
Lal 


RECENTLY .DEMOBILISED SECRETARY (introducing new director at sharzholders’ meeting): Company—'shun! 
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She paid no attention to me, but give the butther 
and eggs woman money for her poorchase and 
toorned away. Thin says Oi to the butther and 
eggs woman: 

“And who moight that foine woman be?” and 
says she: 

“Sure, that’s Mrs. O’Grady, the widdy who kapes 
the new boardin’ house down beyant the coorthouse.”’ 

So off Ui shtarted afther the widdy. Ketchin up 
with her, says Oi, interdoocin mesilf: 

“Your pardin, Mrs, O’Grady, im Pat Moorphy, 
at your soorvice, and Oim joost told you’re kapin 
a boardin’-house, and would ye be afther wantin’ 
any more boarders?” 

““Whoy,’’ says ste, wid a smoile that would milt 
the hearrt widin you,‘ thot depinds, intoirely.” 

“Sure, ’tis mesilf and me fambly Oim spakin of,” 
says Oi. 

Thin, wid a twinkle of the oye, says she: 

“Indade, that would he a plazure, Misther 
Moorphy.’’ 

Thin says Oi: 

“Well, we'll joost joomp into me cart and have 
a look at your house.” ¥ 

So we drove to her house, and a clane-kept place 
it was, but it wasn’t anxious Oi was to go into any- 
body’s house, so says Oi: 

‘““Now Oi’ve seen your house, supposin ye come 
and take a look at moine,” 

Thin we both got into me cart and drove over to 
me house—and ye know ’tis a good wan, if Oi say 
it mesilf as shouldn’t, with it’s toidy bit garden 
and the cow and the shtable beyant. ‘Twas plazed 
she seemed, so says Oi: 

“Now, Oi would joost loike to show you me 
farrum.” So I toorned Jinny about and we were 
soon throtting out to me farrum. Oi took her 
round, tellin’ her me plans and showin’ her me 
shtock,. 

On the way home says Oi: 

“Now, Mrs. Grady, ye have seen the farrum and 
ye have seen me house, phwat would ye think of 
takin’ charrge? Wull ye come to me house—wull 
ye marry me?” 


re. 4 4. 
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"Twas surprised she was, but nivyerthelis® eb 
looked plazed, and says she: 

“Oh, Mr. Moorphy, ’tis so suddint!” je 
Thin say Vi, thinkin’ ’twas as well to take to 
by the forelock: ener 
‘‘Phwat would ye say to our shtoppin at Fe 

O’Leary’s now, and bein’ marrit?’’ 
She give a joomp and says she: pe 
“Oh! but Oi haven’t on me good clothes, nOF oe 
bist shawl, and thin, Father O’Leary would 
consint.”’ 
Says Oi: 1g. 
“Sure, he can’t do more than refuse, and phwat? 
worth havin’s worth askin’ for, 80 let’a ask 
And now moight Oi kiss yex’’ 6 
oornin’ as rid as a flower, she says: “ Ye'll B® 
to ask Father O’Leary about thot.” ave 
Wid thot we drove to Father O’Leary’s ould 
shtatin the case to him, asked him ceuld and W 
he marry us at onct. ie he 
“No, indade,” says he, ‘ye know yersilf s 
three times ye must be callt. Come back 
month and Oi’ll say phwat Oi kin do.” 
Thin says Ui: Ki 
“ But, your riverence, phwat about a kiss, ® 
of bethrothal, ye know.”’ 
Says he, wid a cool air: 4 took 
“Tis too much in a hurry ye are,” but Ol 128 
notice he pointedly toorned his back; so Oi wai 
no longer and joost slitole a kiss, and it’s the tre 
Oi’m tellin’ yez, Oi never tasted anything foiner 
thot same shtolen kiss. tet 
We drove away, and one mornin’, a month af and 
she puf on the bist driss and her good shawl * og. 
in liss than half-an-hour we were back, and the iP 
was toyed and it’s a happy mon Vi am. ore: 
Sure, our home is swate and clane onct m , 
We sit down all together around our table and «id 
loike other folks. Biddy is the bist of friend ae 
her, for you must know whiniver ‘tis a aU 
she soides wid Biddy every toime, Lord love hel” 6 
Now that’s joost how Oi did me coortin’, 2” 
sure enough Oi'am riddy for congratulations- 
ver 


A MATTER OF DRESS. 


Val: How do you like the air she puts on? 
Dick: It makes a very pretty corsage. 
pot 
THE REASON WHY. 


the 
She said, ‘““ Iwouldn’t marry you if you were 
only man in the world.” ag 
““Of course you wouldn’t,” said he. ‘ You 
killed in the rush,” 


YOUTH RESTORED 
DAMAROIDS 


Damaroids are a safe and sure Cure for Soe y 
Weakness, Spinal Exhatfstion, Phys<® U jque 
Loss of Nerve Power, etc. They are & a god 
and Wonderful Specific for Weak Mor gud 
Women, Effectually Restore Lost Lg wr and 
Stamira, counteract results of late ho 
excesses. ‘ Damaroids” is the True iq 
Spinal Tonic. ‘ Damaroids ” give pag ees 
Life. Sold in boxes 3s. and 5s. post pick 
the Special Extra Strong 12s. per er * packet 
take effect in a few minutes, Sample 
post free. ’Phone, call, or write, 


Messrs. A. $. DAMAROID COMPY- 


48, Cranbourn Street, Londo®, ; 
(Opposite Daly's Theatre.) 


Business Hours 9 a.m. till 8 p-™ 


SURGICAL APPLIANUES 


Our 1923 Illustrated Catalogue of 
Appliances, Belts, Syringes, Blastic © , and 
Trusses, Suspensory Bandages, pecer nee 
Surgical Goods of. every descrip rr covet 
FREE to any part of the world in se Cc 
SURGICAL APPLIAN® ieanee 
We supply the best value for auy por pare 
by return of post. All customers, 7 to oe 
repeat orders. Ladies may wrt ts. 
Manageress for advice on all subjec 
. or write— ES, LTD» 

MESSRS. _A°S- HYGIENIC ong jars 

95, Charing Cross 


How You are Robbed 
in London. 


Confessions of a Crook. 


SOME COMMON RACECOURSE TRICKS. 


OST of my reminiscences 
up to now have been 
concerned with big 
coups that I have per- 
sonally engineered. As 
this is, however, the 
season when a large 
rumber of country visi- 
tors come up to London 
to see the sights and’ 
generally enjoy them- 
selves, a few words of 
advice concerning the 
methods of some of the 
humbler practitioners 
ig, in the “crooked” pro- 

08 may be of service to them. 

: os of the visitors will naturally have a day or 

r 


a. 


Kemptén, Alexandra Park, or Goodwood when 
’ing is on. 
Ne them remember that every racecourse in 
ee is the happy hunting-ground of the “ boys,”’ 
; My Sard “piecans” or innocent people as their 
' Fp proper prey. ’ 
% “e to the vigilance of the police and the 
40 of detectives that patronise such meetings 
wood, there is little fear of personal violence 
® “Dprehended; but at some of the smaller meet- 
Wy, °Pend upon it, if the “boys” take a fancy to 
RyyiPPearance and make up their minds that to 
it 


Ni 
Up GOOD ADVICE. 
 “ the commonest dodges of the “heads” is 


your property would be to their benefit, 
they will, if possible by strategy, if not by 


HE FOUND A WAY OUT. 
a said the old gentleman sternly, 
| l not do it. Never have I sold 
vy Be by false representations, and 
‘he Not begin now.” 
%, moment he was silent, and the 

hy who steod before him could 
tiygtat the better nature of his em- 
‘ee was fighting strongly for the 


\ 


re said the old man again, “I 
N "ty do it. It is an inferior make 
thi, and I will never pass it off as 
\ the & better. Mark it ‘A Shoe Fit 
itn King’ and put it in the window. 
® does not have to do much walk- 


ese NG arta 


TRIED TO PLEASE HER. 


{ 
Seiiens: I'd just like to know what 
© meaning of all that loud and 
Wo talking downstairs last night. 
. Meng ®: That was just me and me 
» mum, 
‘ny a husband? You told me when 
nt ag that you were not married.” 
\y Meg n't then, mum; but you com- 
\ {, &bout havin’ so much love-mak- 
in th’ Kitchen, ao I married one of 


ool 


A MODEL WIFE. 


4 So you have got married? 1 
you have made an excellent 


* Yes, my wife ia a very accom- 
Derson. She is at home in 
ing. She is at home in litera- 
home in music, at home in art. 
one thing she is not at home, 
* What is that? 

* She is never—at home. 


‘ 
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known as “turning.” Never go to a racecourse un- 
less you keep your coat securely buttoned in spite 
of the heat of the day, or the chances are that you 
will be subjected to this efficacious but disagreeable 
process. 

“Turning” is perfermed by a rather decently- 
dressed man walking straight up to you from be- 
hind, and then suddenly seizing your coat by the 
lapels and pulling it down with a powerful jerk over 
your shoulders and down to your elbows. For the 
moment you are unable to use your arms, and 
while you are wriggling your coat back into posi- 
tion your watch and money are at his confederate'’s 
mercy. 

Men wearing frock coats are ‘‘ worked” in an- 
other manner. They are approached from behind, 
their hats knocked off, and the coat tails are thrown 
suddenly over their heads and held tightly while a 
confederate ‘‘runs the rule” over the blindfolded 
victim. I have known a “‘mob” of ten men to live 
by “turning” and “blinding” all through the flat- 
racing season for three and a half years, and make 
enough money by this form of robbery to live on 
when there was no racing. 


NO LONGER PREYS. 


They never had one of their members “tumble”’ 
or arrested during all] this period, and, incredible as 
it may seem, they were as well known to fre- 
quenters of racecourses as the jockeys. 

It was not until a leading daily paper started 
a vigorous agitation against the immunity which 
this particular gang of roughs enjoyed on the race- 
course that the police broke them up, and most of 
them went to penal servitude. 

It may interest you to know that their leader, a 
dreadful scoundrel who had twenty-seven convic- 
tions, mostly of brutal assaults and robbery with 
yiolence, became converted, and, I believe, sincerely. 

He now takes an active part in the Racecourse 
Mission, and preaches where he used to formerly 
prey. Strange to say, he is still held’in such 
dread by the “boys” that they never interrupt his 
meetings or “ roust him.” 


STILL A TERROR. 


“Ginger must be a perfect terror, if he started on 
one, now ’e’s been off the booze,” is their line of 
argument. ‘“’E was hot before when ’e drank but 
nah, why, bli’me! ’e must be mustard in spite of ’is 
prayers and ’ims!” 


OLD LADY: Things ain’t what they was, not by a long way. 
angel into a blinkin’ cawfee shop! 
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Another old racecourse dodge is to smash your 
hat over your eyes by a smart blow, an effectual 
method of blindfolding while an artiste at picking 
pockets takes your measure with the rapidity of 
lightning, Never enter into conversation with a 
stranger who approaches you on the racecourse, ne 
matter how gentlemanly he may seem. If you have 
won money, especially regard everyone with sus 
picion and never oblige a stranger with a match or 
the loan of a pencil. 


ALWAYS REFUSE. 


Above all, say “no” politely to the man who 
aska you to oblige him with a light for his pipe?) 
The probabilities are he may be a “‘ duster.” 

Dusters provide themselves with a cherrywood or 
briar pipe—the bowl of which is made in sections 
and two stems, one of which is let into the main 
stem so that unless handled and closely examined it 
looks like an ordinary pipe. The upper section of 
the bow] is filled with tobacco and smoked in the 
ordinary way. The lower part is filled with sanuf, 
and some rascals actually use cayenne pépper. A 
small bole is drilled in front of the pipe, and should 
you be incautious enough to offer a light, the 
“duster” pretends to smoke, and then suddenly, 
when he has got you fixed in the proper position, 
he blows the snuff or pepper intu your eyes. 

In your agony and temporury blindness your 
first impulse is to put your hands to your smarting 
eyes. In the meantime your watch and. money has 
gone and the ‘‘duster’’ is congratulating himself on 
the successes of his diabolical scheme. 


ol 


TOO LATE. 
Bond: When Miss Money’s friends 
“ Puss,” it makes me grieve dreadfully. 
Pruyn: What for? 
Bond: Because I didn’t know her before she had 
her eyes open. 


call her 


Jo( 


A FIELD FOR HER, 


Kitty: Miss Passe wants to become an artist's 
model, 

Jack: Why doesn’t she apply to some of the hose 
artists who turn out comic picture postcards? 


W’y, they’ve turned the bivomin” : 


a es hen a hs penne 
NT ec aa Se 
‘ - 


5 3 
Lie a 


: - 
Qrarrengnea ee PO 


NOT SO VAIN AS SHE LOOKS. 


When reproached for always looking in the glass this little lady said: 
“*t don't think I’m half as pretty as | am.” 
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A SURE SIGN. 
BILLY: Do you believe in signs? 
MILLY: Yes, indeed. th 
BILLY: Well, last night | dreamed you were madly in love ™' 
What is that a sign of? 
MILLY: That’s a sign you were dreaming. 


HE (shyly): Do you think actresses should marry? + sai 
SHE: Of course. How else could they get a divorce atid’ become famous? 


f 
GERTIE: Why, she’s one Ge 
hardest-worked girls in London ' 

do’ 
GEORGE: But what does she ne 


GERTIE: Follows the “now* part 
beautiful” hints in the sunday : 
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THE FAIR 
BATHER. 


THE BIRD BEGUILER. 


Take--oh, take—those lips away; 1 like my beauty unadorned, : \ 2 rr THE FAIR 
\ Once | thought your vision sainted. My tastes are, doubtless, very simple, ea oe 
Now it is as clear as day Yet | have always ever scorned MAID. 


That your ruddy lins are painted. The Powder that conceals a dimple. 
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THE FAIR 
A JEWEL OF A WAY TO SPEND AN IDLE DAY. MISTRESS. 
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By “JANE,” THE SLAVEY, 
No, 4..-THE DOMESTICATED 'USBAND. 


“HIS class of goods is 
sumthing witch is more 
diffykult to put up with 
than menny utther sorts of 
pests. 

Naturally, I only speak 
from ’earsay, and orlso 
. from wat I ‘av’ gathered 

through obsurvashun on 

the road of life myself, 
2 The domestic ’usband is 
sumthing abart a house 
witch is more tryin’ than 
clothes on a wet day. 

There is a certain sted- 
fastness—a ’abbit of bein’ 
there when not wanted— 
abart sech men. And 80 
very strongly do I feel on 
the subjeck that my advise 
to maidens who ’ay’ met 
wat they consider to be their Fate is that they 
shuld ask their Romeos if they’re okkupide men- 
tally with toppicks of the day, as well as toastin’ 
cheese and layin’ cloths—orl rong. 


pee 
Mr. Groges. 


THE GIRL’S CALAMITY. 


I once went for a week to ’elp a frend of missus’ 
who ’ad lost ’er servant thrugh a crick in the back 
brort on by carelissniss. (Sumone ‘ad left a skuttle 
of coals on the stairs, and the poo- girl was the 
first to discover ’em. R 

This, of corse, was before the new Act, or the 
unforchewnit maid mite ‘av’ bin livin’ in comparry- 
tiv ease now, and ’ayv’ subskribed to one of the 
leadin’ libries. 

Ennyway, she left, and I filled the vakaricy for 
a week, and I’m inklined to think that if it ’ad 
been a permynunt job with me, I shuld ’av’ looked 


lg 


abart for the first skuttle of coals 1 culd find, and 
‘av’ follered suit, But I reflektid that it was but 
for one short fleetin’ weck, and so I ged nutthin’, 
and took mental notes. 

The lady of the ‘ouse was one of those dear, 
old-fashioned, orlmost obsoleet women who think 
men are dreams insted of nitemares, and so Mr. 
Groggs (that was the ‘usband’s name) was left to 
follow ’is own will thrugh life, wile ‘is wife waited 
on ’im or) day long. 

I wuld ’av’ waited on ’im, too, if ’e’d been mine— 
but with a difference. This is neather ’ere por 
there, tho, and wat I really want to tell you is abart 
the way ’e superintendid the ’ouse’old duties wile 
‘is wife stood by and ’anded ‘im things, 

Of korse it was a bit of a revelashun to me, be- 
in’, as I was, in the ’abbit of seein’ men go away in 
the mornin’ and returnin’ at nite to eat and sleep. 

Father sumtimes interfered at ’ome in the man- 
nidgemunt, of things; but it ’ad orlways bin ’im, and 
not mutther, wat ’ad ‘anded thin‘rs. 

I remember once, wen ’e passed sumthing to me, 
I wasn’t lookin’ at the time, and it cort me in the 
ear, and'they ’ad to write things on a slate for a 
munth, for I was def as a post. 


POEMS AND PITY. 


Well, Mr. Groggs was a poet, and I never saw 
such a blendin’ of the romantic and praktikkle as ’e 
was in orl my life. I culd ’av’ looked with pity 
upon ’is poems, but. ’is boiled mutton was sumthing 
to 'edge orf ‘like the plague. ‘ 

I remember once ’e sed as a apeshul treat ’e 
wuld get up and cook the brekfust for us. I was to 
remain in bed till I was called. This sounded orl 
rite for me, and they didn’t ’av’ enny trubble in 
keepin’ me upstairs. 

But I ’ad lernt from ixperiunce that the joys of 
this life are of short durashun, and wen I finally 
got down to my brekfust—witeh ‘ad bin thortfully 
placed on the kitchen table and allowed to git stone 
cold—I began to find the bitter linin’ to my cloke of 
‘appiness, 

This may sound sumwad far-fetched, but it’s no- 
thing to wat I thort, and I was glad, wen the 
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master came out for the cruet, of the chance to 4 
"im wat it was. 


“This ig indeed a surprize, sir,” I sed, in a under 


tone, lookin’ up inquirin’-like, 
“Ah! yes, Jane. There are few people wat cad 
cook a brekfust like that,” 
“No, sir; I’m with you there,” sed I, 1eadily- 5 
“There’s too much precishun and method abo® 
women’s cookin’ fer me, Jane. I used to leave 
things to be prepared by the females of my istab- 
lishment once upon a time; but I am wizer now- 
prefer the things I cook for myself.” 
’E looked with a rapt joy at my plate of prek 
fust, witch still remained untutched before me. of 
“You couldn't find a woman who'd be kapable 
preparin’ a dish like that,” ’e sed, inthewsiastical!¥- 
“No, gir, I’m sure I culdn’t, orltho’ I've met 
few freaks in me time. \ There’s such a smoothni® 
abart this partikkler dish, sir, that I don't reme™ 
ber ever ‘avin’ seen before, sir.” oth 
“That's just it, Jane. It’s so bewtifully smoo 
—no hilloks; it is just a splendid blurred mass. 


THE CHOICE OF TWO EVILS, 1 
“Just wat I thort, sir. I love a mess—massy g 
mean. It may be a simple fad of mine, but I Ane 
to know wat sort of mess—mass—l’m eatin’ before 
start.” 
“You never saw ennything like this before? 
asked. 
I assured ’im, with tears of sinserity in me eye 
that I never ’ad, tb 
“May I ask one question, sir?” I said, W™ 
treppidashun, fearin’ to offend. - 
“Certinly, my good girl.’’ 
“T’m no use at guessin’, so would you tell 
wat it is?” eP 
There was abart a square foot of it on a din? F 
plate, and it wae spotted and striped, so there ba" 
sum ixcuse fer me not knowing its name, If it 
bin only spotted I mite ‘av’ got on orl rite, but 
stripes knocked me clean out. te 
“You hinsult me, young woman!” the mas 
cried, as he retired with the pepper. — ao 
And orltho’ T’'ve got a good firm will, and , 


’e 


pe 


not suffer from nervusniss as a rule, I huffed *. 


slab and contentid meselt with tea and bred-®” 
butter. ut 

I ’av’ since lernt that it was eggs and bacon, b 
it ad runt 


1 
After that meal there was menny utthers 4 


used to eat the ones I rekkegnized, and th 


didn’t know I burnt or gave to Fido, the watch-d0e~ 


a healthy brute, with a feroshus appetite. 1e9 
I got more variety into that week at The Ga? " 
than I do into a year with the misses. But fet @ 
job that’s got to last I prefer the latter, wher 11, 
food is plain but where I am me own cook, and oA 
to distinguish between egga and bacon and 
winder-boxes, part 
No wonder Mrs. Groggs wore a ’unted look * tne 
the eyes. I’ve seen the same ixpresshun i® 
faces of starvin’ dogs. at 
But it ain’t like me to interfear between ™ o 


and wife, and I can only ’ope that wen it oom a 


matter of death or eatin’ Groggs’ conglommera® 
she'll chooze the latter. She mite be able to if 
shut ’er eyes and quilted ‘ard, 


Wy LADIES 
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HUSBAND (on being asked his opinion of his wife’s new bare-back gown)! Well, to tell you the truth, my dear—- 


WIFE: Stop at once, George. Stop right where you are. If you're going to 


eo uy talk like that about it, | don’t want 
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The Worst Storm for Twenty Years, 


HE Portia 
was plung- 
ing along 

® at her max- 

imum speed of ten knots 
an hour. The sea  be- 
neath and the sky above 
were both of an oily 
blackness, and the waves 
that lifted and pitched 
the staunch little stea- 
mer about seemed but the 
reflection of the rolling 
clouds that scurried 
across the threatening sky 
under the keen lash of 

Boreas. 

“Looks like -, tad 
night, captain,’”’ Tom yen- 
tured. 

Toni was a tavoured 
passenger, He had 
shown himself humbly 
anxious to learn the art 
ef navigation, and eyvi- 
denced a keen apprecia: 
tion of such crumbs of 
nautical knowledge us the 
officers cared to part with 
Xo in exchange for Tom’s 
yg eat cigars; besides which he was a good lis: 
‘hg He eagerly drank iu their tales of the sea, 
hy enerously applauded all the ancient mariner’s 
Mi,’ Old as Father Neptune, with which the cap- 
ny Tegaled us. So the officers made him bon 
4 rade, and the captain patronised him. All 
%, ich accounts for Tom’« rresence on the bridge, 
. © he ostentatiously posed, to be alternatively 
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envied and ridiculed by the rest of us lese-favoured 
passengers. 

“Bad night! Nonsense,” the captain replied, 
loud enough for some of us to hear; “ ordiaary 
March weather!” 

“Tf that’s the case,” Tom replied, “I can only 
pray never to see a real storm.” 

“Storm, lad!” cried the captain: “wait till ye 
see the white-caps lashin’ broadsides over the decks, 
and the boats carried off to leeward—then ye can 
talk of a storm at sea,”’ 

Tom heard us snickering over the snub, and 
braced himself for the occasion. 

“I suppose you’ye seen some fearful ones, cap- 
tain?’’ he hazarded, deferentially. 

“Oh! nothin’ so—er—well, yes,” the captain re- 
plied, a good-natured twinkle lighting his’ eyes. 
“Come to think on't, I did see one—a turble storm, 
I assure ye.” ‘ 

“Do tell me about it, captain,” ae 

We, who were huddled on the hurricane-deck, 
crowded up close to the rail, of the bridge, in silent 
expectation, 

“Well, there isn’t s0 much to tell—savin’ that 
that was the only time as I ever got very sea-sick. 
Oh! ye needn’t remark upon it; the best of vs come 
so once in awhile, and I think I got enough of it 
then to last a man a lifetime. 

“It was a good many years ago. I was only 
a purser then, a-studyin’ navigation. We’d touched 
for the day at Grimsby to unload and take in cargo, 
I'd put in a pretty hard day on the wharf: and the 
evening I spent at the ‘Squadron,’ samplin’ a bottle 
of port or two, with maybe some Scotch, for good 
measure, 

“We was to sail at break o’ day, and about an 
hour afore it I helped our steward to get aboard, 
reached my own cabin, and turned in without much 
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OLD LADY: Look at that, Henry! 


SAFETY FIRST. 
Let's get home, 
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ceremony, but with most of my other clothes on. 

“‘T reckon I'd slept as. sweet as a babe for mebbe 
an hour or upwards, when the chug of the drivers 
woke me. I calkerlated as how the sea was gettin’ 
its back up pretty high, from the way she thumped 
and roared, but I’d no idea what a storm was on 
till I see we waa pollin’ ports under. 


““My porthole had been left open and the water 
slushed in every roll, fit to swamp the steamer. 
Soon’s I saw it, I tumbled out and fetched up 
ag’in the upper deck, with one leg out of the port- 
hole, which I mention just to show how she rolled. 
Of course, the next lurch she gave to port put my 
bunk below, where the floor should ha’ been, and 
quite nat’rally landed me in it, 

“When she fetched back, I tried it ag’in; but 
with no more luck than the first time. I’ve seen 
many slips in the trough, but they couldn’t roll the 
way that steamer flung about, a-trying to keep 
above water. She acted just like a woman pos- 
sessed; and the water kept floodin’ in at the port, 
till all of my cabin was just awash. 

“T hung to my berth for dear life’s sake, a- 
watchin’ my kit a-slushin’ about, and then I begum 
to get sea-sick. 

“Begun, did I say? There was no beginnin’; 
it quite overwhelmed me, and I gave up—well, most 
everythin’. Give up tryin’ to close the port, give 
up my lunch ashore, not to mention the wines, and 
give up all but my hope of dyin’. 

“ By’m’by I heard a pound at my door, but h 
hadn’t the spirit to answer; and after another 
poundin’ or two, our second mate broke the door in. 

“*What-——’ ses he. 

“*Ts she sinkin’?’”’ ses I. 

“«°DPain’t yer fault if she isn’t,’ .es3 he, a-slam- 
min’ my port and boltin’ it. ‘Why, in thunder’é 
you open it?’ ses he, a-turnin’ on me furious, and 
then he sees the plight I was in, and I thought he’& 
bust laughin’. 

‘“*Nothin’ to laugh at in such a etorm,’ says I,,. 
as mad as if scrapin’ a mainmast, 

“*“Storm!’ ses he. ‘Where be 11? We ain’t 
stirred a foot from Tobin’s Wharf, and won’t till the 
fog blows out,’ ses he. 

“*But the cabin’s afloat from the seas,’ ses I. 

‘** Seas be blowed,’ ses he, with a grin; ‘we’s 
jist been scrubbin’ the decks down.’ ” 
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THAT CAPPED IT. 


Brobsan: You look anyhow! What's 
the matter? 

Craik: I called on Miss Pruyn last 
night, and no sooner had I entered the 
house than her mother appeared and 
demanded to know my intentions.” 

Brobson: That must have been rather: 
embarrassing. 

Craik: Yes, but that was not the 
worst. Just as the old lady fnished 
speaking Miss Pruyn shouted down the 
stairs, ‘‘Mamma, mamma, he isn’t the 
nat 
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BUSINESS TRANSFER. 


Two beggars discovered standing at a 
door. 

“To which of you two,” said the 
servant, “‘am I to give this sixpence?” 

First Beggar (with exquisite polite- 
ness): “To him, miss. I’m leaving the- 
neighbourhood, and haye brought him 
with me to-day to introduce him to the 
customers, 


10(——— 
AU REVGIR. 


“Farewell!” he cried. ‘I may never 
look upon your face again.” 

No; it was rot a parting scene be- 
tween lovers. *Twas in a pawnshop, 
where a young man wes getting some- 
thing on his watch. 
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ORION! 


Said Phelim: “The O’Tooles are a 
great family. Sure, wan was raised: 
to the throne of ould Oireland.” 

“And what's that to the O’Ryans?” 
said Pat for the honour of his family.. 
“'"Twas O'’Ryan they raised to the 
hivens and made a constillation of him. 
And there he is today!” 
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Mest sane people would admit that 

to stand any chance of making a 
legitimate business pay, it is necessary 
to frame certain rules for conducting 
the same, and, what is more, carry 
out those rules to the letter. 


Rules Necessary for Success. 

If this ig so in ordinary commercial 
concerns, it surely follows that it 
would be quite reasonable to apply 
these methods in connection with rac- 


> Diiing the course of a long period 

with racing, the writer has 
been at pains te discover certain little 
rules, whereby winner-finding may be 
reduced to a greater certainty than 
by mere haphazard selection of the 
horses to back. 


Chances of Winning Increased. 


It is not for one moment suggested 
that the application of the rules will 
make hosing an impossibility, but what 
is claimed, is that the chance of win- 
#ting-is-very probable, especially if per- 
severance is indulged in. 

Strange as it may seem, it is not al- 
ways to one’s advantage, to be person- 
ally uainted with owners, trainers, 
and jockeys when a good winner is to 
be found. It hag frequently happened 
that two different owners running 
horses in a race have told the writer 
that their own particular horse is a 
real ‘‘ good thing” for that particular 
event, and the result hag been that 
both were beaten, and a horse which 
has been pointed to by the application 
of a certain rule hag won. 


Shortening the Betting Season. 

To begin with, it is the practice of a 
great many professional backers to re- 
frain from betting before the Epsom 
Spring Meeting and after the Good- 
wood Meeting. 

This is very sound policy, as it gives 
the punter a chance of knowing the 
form of most of the horses, and safe- 
guards him against the rank outsiders 
which invariably ‘“‘ turn up ”’ after the 
conchision of the Goodwood . races. 
That this is so, can be readily proved 
by a glance at the results of races for 
previeus years. 


Larger Percentage of Winning 
Favourites, 


Taken on an average, there is a much 
larger percentage of well-backed horses 
win between these two meetings than 
in the other parts of the flat-racing 
seagon. 

To back a horse to win the second 
time out, if it is first past the post in 
its initia] raee, is quite a remunerative 
method of winner-finding, ag past re- 
cords will show. 


The Horse with Two Consecutive Wins, 
Should a horse win on two consecu- 


' tive occasions back it for its third out- 


ing, and whatever the result may be, 


leave it alone for its next race. 


BE 


_ these 


THE HALF- 


A horse that runs second three times 
in succession very often wins its fourth 
race, and therefore is a pretty good 
one to back on its partacular outing. 


Increasing Improvement, 


In the event ‘of a horse running 
third, then second, it is quite reason- 
able to expect it to win at the third 
attempt, as the animal is showing 
gradual improvement, and therefore 
is worth following. 

Horses that have run into second 
place on only two consecutive occa- 
sions should be avoided on their next 
outing, ag it is quite surprising to find 
what a large number of horses that 
come under this category lose at their 
next attempt. It is good advice, 
therefore, to wait until three seconds 
have been registered against it succes- 
sively before making it your selection 
the next time it runs. 


Points Worth Pondering Over. 


Although by no means complete, 
rules are taken at random, 
just to show what points are worth 
taking notice of as a guidance to future 
wagering. 

There is no necessity to keep a list 
of figures of the previous performances 
of various horses, as most of the racing 
programmes in the papers give the 
former placings of the horses entered 
next to their names. 


More than One in a Race. 

On many occasions it happens that 
there are several horses in one race 
which ought to be backed 
to the above rules, but when this oc- 
curs, the best plan is to use your own 
discretion. Take into consideration 
what you may have seen of the run- 
ning of the horses, or the “ horses for 
courses ’’ theory, ete., but on no ac- 
count be influenced in your ultimate 
selection on what you have heard, no 
matter how high the source of your 
information may be. 


The Rules in Their Order. 


The above rules are placed strictly in 
accordance with a 
plan of campaign, and readers could 
not do better than take them in the 
order named. There will be days 
when only one bet is necessary ;_ but, 
on the other hand, six wagers may be 
required, but in any case the writer 
can assure all readers that a very large 
number of really good winners will be 

. found if they care to strictly adhere 
to the few methods of winner-finding 
enumerated in this article. 


REPLIES TO READERS ON 
RACING TOPICS. 


Conducted by “ VICTOR.” 


Please Note.—All questions must be 
plainly written, and the reader’s name 


and addresg must accompany every . 


query. 


TTING BY 


“WicTroOoR” EXPLAINS HOW TO MAKE MONEY 


well-worked-out 


HOLIDAY. 


a Y) ee 


SYSTEM 


Readers must give a pen-name, or 
initials, whereby they will easily recog- 
nise their answer in this column. 


TOPSY.—Your double was over the 
limit, and the payment made by your 
bookmaker was strictly in accordance 
with his rules. 

MISS B.—He wae never a member of 
Tattersall’s. 

LIMEHOUSE.—Sorry, but we have no 
power to interfere. 

FRED (Balham)—Your double becomes 
a single and your treble is reduced 
to a double. 

ARTY STILL.—You were very unlucky, 
but the horse is certainly worth fol- 
lowing. 

LIGHTHOUSE.—Try to get an account. 

SOAPY.—(1) Kinesein won over 50 races 
and was never beaten; (2)’ Ormonde 
and Barcaldine never suffered defeat. 

WHIMPLE.—Old Croydon race course 
was then in existence. 

SEPTIMUS.—There is very little ante- 
post wagering that race now. 

CORAL,.—Get your list from the daily 
papers. 

KNOCKY.—If you are prepared to pay 
the extra charge by all means do so. 
You will then get the acme of com- 
fort. — 


WILLY W.—Not for the last ten years. 


RABBIT.—No to both questions. 

J.ALLA.—See reply to “ Limehouse.”’ 

PORTER.—We do not answer this kind 
of question. 

CARK.—Why don’t you try your tystem 
on a small capital first? 
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TOURIST: Shall 1 pass The Old Ship pub if I go this way 
OLD SALT: Well, everybody to their taste; but I knows ! 


/ 


In these articles various methods 
of Making Money by System are 
:: 3: described weekly. ::  :: 
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SEELEY.—tThere is no trace. 
WONKEY.—We do not think 9 to 
MERIEM.—It sounds too good a0 

true, but keep on, and ¢ 

you. +f 
WHY NOT.—It would be bette™ 

did as yeu suggest. 12- 
SAINT.—It was the Derby of oe | 
CORNEY—Not for a very long * , 
FRED MOORE (Maida Vale)-—~ e&% 

for kind wishes. Should like @ 

of you winning a “ parcel.” a 
HENDER.—Fender captains surrey 4 

Mann captains Middlesex. got 
LOPE.—We canrot trace any 

the event you mention. 
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NOT THE LEAST REASON: a 
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A great deal of religion ruD® m 
way: 
“Willie, don’t you want t° get 
of those apples over the wall 


“No, I.don’t.” 0 
“Why not?’ ‘ ng 

“Well, first, because it’s wre oe, 
steal apples, and, second, ose 


there’s a darn’d big dog in the 


dor 


SUPPLY AND DEMAN®- 


Teacher’ What regulates tb@ 
of liquor? 

The Bright Boy (who reads tb? 
papers): The demand. 
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week. Did he leave you anything? 
“Yes. He left me out of his will.” 
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SHE: Hew romantic you must have found the palm groves of Ceylon and the peaches ef California 
HE: Not me! Give me the koker nuts o’ ‘Ampstead any old time. 


“Whatever made you tell 
Charliethat your ring was a 
war relic?’ 


“ Because | won it in my: 
first e, gagement.”’ 
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“Girls, he’s snapping us! 


Turn round and face the rude thing!” 


GCOY AND SHY. 
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vice versa, is but one step. 

This way Noga came for- 
cibly to Olga Barr’s mind as 
she found herself, within 
eight - and - forty hours, 
transported from an at- 
mosphere of death and 
disaster to a scene of 
quite fin-de-siecle gaiety 
and folly. 

‘But though outwardly 
gay and debonnaire, the 
Countess-of Cathay was 
anything but happy. She 
wa3 a middle-aged widow, 
decidedly of the world, 
with one son, Lord Ca- 
-\, thay, a good - looking 
s. noodle who passed his 
time falling in love with 
all kinds of impossible 
people, and leaving his 

: anxious parent to. get 
him out of the scrape afterwards. His latest flame 
ha@® been Miss Maude Olderness of the Thespis 
Theatre, a pushing but discreet Society actress, 
young and pretty and ambitious, against whose 
character no faint breath of scandal, etc.—the rest 
of this sentence can be seen by reference to the 
columns of any newspaper. Lord Cathay had 
fallen a victim to the actress’s charms, and, despite 
his mother's protest, they were formally engaged. 

There was little chance of the infatuated young 
man getting out of this last entanglement, as the 
countess quite recognised, 

In those ways in which a woman is go highly 
gifted she had shown her son’s fiancee how objec- 
tionable the match was to her, although at the 
same time she appeared to make her unlooked-for 
guest welcome at Cathay Castle. 
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“Grandma, how can you 
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THE OLD, OLD STORY. 


It is perhaps unnecessary to add that directly 
the young man found that he had gained his end 
he ‘began to tire of his inamorata. There was, 


moreover, staying at the castle a brilliant American _~ 


heiress, by mame Miss Ada Jebb, who not only 
looked with kindly eyes upon the handsome young 
lord, but who hinted pretty plainly that she was 
by no means averse to restoring the somewhat tar- 
nished fortunes of the family with American dollars 
in. exchange for the title of Countess of Cathay. 
Moreover, Cathay had been struck with the desir- 
ability of such an engagement, which, it. is super. 
fluous -o add, was decidedly opposed by Miss Older- 
ness, who saw exactly how things were tending. 
She utterly refused to give her lover his liberty, 
naturally enough considering they had only been 
engaged two months, and although desirous of wear- 
ing a coronet, Miss Jebb did not scruple to declare 
that if there was any foolish breach of promise or 
other sensation of that kind, her offer would be 
withdrawn, 

To unravel this tangled skein was the object of 
Olga Barr’s visit to Cathay Castle. She found her 
ladyship to be candour itself. 

“We don’t mind paying,” she said. “We have 
offered five thousand pounds, which can be increased 
to ten thousand, a terrible drain upon our im- 
poverished resources; but then, you see, Miss Jebb 
is absolutely mistress of millions of dollars. She 
is a nice, matter-of-fact girl, and, of course, just the 
sort of common-sense wife my son want to influence 
him, I think she likes Cathay in her peculiar way, 
but she objects, quite naturally to be made ridicu- 
lous.” 

Olga nodded. The fair American already saw in 
her mind’s eye flippant allusions to Cupid versus 
Dollars, and her name figuring in those crisp head- 
lines affected by the new journalism. She didn’t 
want advertisement of that kind. 


JULY 21, 


NAMING THE PRICE. 
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“Then I understand you are prejared to pay er? 
to ten thousand pounds?” Olga asked. ‘ But th is 
must be no publicity. The reat you leaye entire 
to my discretion?’ cooel 

“Oh! entirely; not that I expest you to 8U 
for a moment.” 


fr 
Olga did not feel sanguine herself. After dinse”’. 


in the drawing-room, she took stock of her chet 
acters, but it by no means lightened her es! 
Older® ot 


see how innocent and friendly Miss A 
appeared to be with the man whose only ages 
at that moment was to get rid of her. The 


liant actrass w7s chatting with Cathay as if t 
were the best friends in the world. tt 
The situation was by no means an easy one 
was evident that Mise Olderness had not the sé of 
est intention of giving the enemy any chance 
getting the best of her, or, in the vigorous lans™” 
in which she was wont to indulge in momen” og 
privacy or freedom, didn't see the force of giv a 
herself away. The part that Olga had to play jigs 
by no means a pleasant one either, since, 19 “pe 
aristocratic circles, the line of action about a 

pursued might have been stigmatised as mea® 
cowardly. 
But the rupture came more speedily tha2 per 
anticipated. Miss Olderness had overra ed 
powers of self-control, and stung by the cold a 
with which her fiance treated her, had read nino 
lecture on his duty generally, and one word le# epe 
g 


olg® 


to another, a rupture took place which ended i? 
lady leaving the castle with a threat that she 
make things awkward for Cathay generall¥- . ge 
had had sense enough to keep his temper ang as: 
clare he could not marry a woman who allow® ge 
self to indulge in such unladylike language ® 
cision subsequently confirmed by letter, the noo? 
answer to which was a suit for damages for ? 

of promise, the damages being laid at £100,000 


With such a claim any settlement was out pe 
the question, and the action would have “ gl 
fought out to the bitter end, a fact which Misé 
derness counted upon. At any rate, if sh@. yor 
deprived of a prospective coronet she looke® 44 
ward to obtaining at, least £10,000 and such ® sof 
vertisement as would mean a good engag od SU 
some time to come. Meanwhile, she retur®®’ 48 
the Thespis as if nothing had happened. ee ie 
a clever girl in her way, and go kept her p? 
quiet, in the hope that Lord Cathay might % 


brought to her feet again. . 
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OLGA’S PHILOSOPHY, 
a “Now what is to be done?’ Lady Cathay asked 
8pairingly. 


p 
e 5 “It ig the best thing that could have happened,” 
y te replied. ‘We shall have a month or two to 
hink matters over. Meanwhile, ] am going to get | 
i 2 engagement at the Thespis the manager of a 
Which ia well known to me.” 
+, : The arrangement was slightly risky, because, un- 
af Ra vmnately, Miss Oiderness had already seen Olga 
| Tr in quite another capacity. Still, she had kept 
: teteelt somewhat in the background amongst the 
y Tge house-party at Cathay Castle, and when at 
\ length Olga found herself engaged at the Thespis in 
7 ‘Subordinate capacity, she had the satisfaction of 
ting that Miss Oiderness failed to recognise her. 
; Me ‘Miss Olderness in the free Bohemian air of the 
i tdeatre and the same lady at Cathay Castle were 
v Wo distinct individuals. She was courted and flat- 
of ‘ered, and by no means averse to the dissipation 
fe Which her life offered. There was really no reason 
of . be circumspect any longer, and after the com- 
g ®rative restraint of Cathay she plunged into the 
6 lights of the old life with a keener zest than ever. 
“A hey ies watched it all with lively satisfaction. She 
¢ “4rd of the midnight suppers given by some of the 
gutted youth, at which Miss Oldernees was the life 
: Xd soul of the party. - 
: . 
“a : AT THE NIGHT CLUB. 
. i Of course, all these things were freely discussed 
son ane theatre, and when one night Olga discovered 
" t an arrangement had been made for two or 
3 ave of the leading ladies to sup at a somewhat 
{0 St btful night club in the neighbourhood of the 
e ‘Pir she lost no time in communivating with 
f° Cathay. 
e “You must come with me this evening,” the 
je wit, when, obedient to her telegram, he arrived in 
op hee and called upon her. “I think I can see a 
re of bringing about what you require. Meet 
of Me at the stage-door after the performance, You 
ye & member of the Bat’a Club, of course?” 
‘ Gp athay admitted, with a somewhat shamed air, 
) such was the case. 
s lay. Very good, then,” Olga replied. “You must 
4 ® me to supper there—at midnight.” 
of he But *pon honour! you know,” Cathay stam- 
0 ty red: “it’s a man’s club, where women do go, cer- 
nly, but I never saw a lady there, you know.” 
A Nor athay agreed after some little demur. He was 
wn & very particular man, but he certainly ob- 


ited to introduce Olga to the dubious company at 
“Bat.” He did not go there very often him. 

0. but he felt a little easier when he saw that 

thes was pretty carefully disguised. The object of 

te.) visit there she left him to guess. 

li, there!” she said, as they entered the brilliantly- 

supper-room, “ What do you think of 


. Cathay said nothing. He was too engrossed in 
“Yi hing the scene before him. At a little table 
dani Olderness sat with a congenial female com- 
Mag ©n, and with them were three men, whose repuw 
i" were none too hononrable, if their family 
€s were. 
Ma the would-be Countess of Cathay was wearing 
m,, °* the gentlemen’s hats. cocked at a knowing 
®, and, with a cigarette in her mouth, was giv- 
Bee excellent imitation. of a shop cad in evening- 
apeing the style and manner of a knut, to the 
t delight of her companions. The entertain: 
th, * seemed likely to continue for some time, till 
Ny infortunate performer happened to look round 
°om 


th, She started and faltered: the voice quivered as 

dy, Sew Cathay’s eyes resting scornfully upon her. 

Mea in a spirit of bravado. she picked up and pro- 

Say When ehe took covrage to look up again 
.-¥ had disappeared. 

be By Jove! how horrible, you krow,” he said as 
*% outside again; ‘and how really grateful I 
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PAGE FIFTEEN 


SHE (sentimental): The woman always pays. 
HE (practical): With the man’s money, 


‘ 


am to you for finding this out, you know. Do'you 
think if I were to call upon her to-morrow and offer 
her a thousand——” 


SWEETS OF VICTORY. 


“Nothing of the kind,” Olga said sharply. 
“Such a course is simply insanity. Go to your 
solicitors instead, and tell them everything and let 
them settle. Miss Olderness is a wise girl, and 
knows the value of money; also that if this comes 
out in court her damages won’t amount to a far- 
thing. Besides, when her solicitors know every- 
thing, they will probably refuse to fight.” 

Olga was perfectly right. She felt convinced 
that the case was a speculative one on the part of 
a sharp firm of solicitors, who, as the upshot proved, 


were only too anxious to get their client to settle - 


for the thousand pounds offered. 

Publicity to a solicitor means a great deal, but 
money means more, and thus it came about that 
for a trifling outlay Lord Cathay found himself free 
to follow his best fancy and redeem the family 
estates, 

“And I guess I take care you don’t get into 
another serape of this kind,” Miss Jebb remarked 
sapiently. ‘‘And I reckon that that plucky girl 
shall have something that’ll mdke her thank her 
stars she came into the convention,” which boast: 
was by no means an idle one, as Olga Barr’s bank- 
ing-account could testify. 
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INFALLIBLE TEST. 


“How do you distinguish an old fowl from a 
young one?” ; 
“By the teeth.” 
‘Come, no joking! 

“But I have.” 


Fowls have no teeth.” 
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‘handful of glistening lumps on the table. 


A NUTSHELL NOVEL. 
“ENOUGH,” angrily cried the millionaire, as he 

rose to his feet after an unsuccessful search for a 

‘““My daughter shall never marry a poor 


“Ha! Then it is money you wish?” demanded 
Dasherly de Broke, 


“Tt is!” 
* * * * * 


“Be patient, darling!” passionately murmured 
de Broke some hours later as he kissed beautiful 
Sophronia Spudds good-bye; “but, above all, -be 
true.” 

“Ah! 
sobbed, 

“No, no, my pet! 
before that time.” 


but you may be away for years!” she 


I am sure to become rich 


* * * * * 


A year has passed. 

It is winter and bitter cold, but there ia no lack 
of warmth in the face of the millionaire as he sits. 
in his library and glares at the pile of unpaid coal 
bills. before him, 

“They will ruin me!” he moans—“ they will ruin 
me hd ® 

Even as he spoke the door flew open and Dasherly 
de Broke stood before him—but, oh! in what a dif- 
ferent guise. 

The holes in his trousers are patched with ten- 
pound notes, and he wears diamond rings outside 
his gloves, 

“Ha! old man. A year ago you swore you'd 
give your daughter’s hand to no one but a rich 
man!” : 

“And you are—” 

“Back from the coal-flelds.”’ 

And with a proud gesture de Broke threw a 


‘There's more where that comea from, too!” he 
cried, 

Turning quickly, hé holds out his arms to the 
beautiful Sophronia, who had inst come up from 
the basement, her sweet eyes red with weeping over 
the way the kitchen stove ate up coal. 

“Weep no more, dear love!” said 
Broke. ‘I have coal in tons!” 


Nasherly de 


Jol 
THE FRIEND INDEED. 


How nice a thing it is to have 

A friend, whom you can trust; yet true 
It is that it is well to have 

A friend, who will, when asked, trust you. 
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of Liptons success 


has been Quality —and to-day — 
Quality ranks: first in the principle 


‘on which LIPTON’S business is 


conducted. LIPTON’S take a 
personal pride in the excellence 
of everything they supply for the 
table. Judge for yourselves how 
well that ideal is maintained in 
all you buy from LIPTON'’S 
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